HELEN

And Helen, had she too set out upon that easy convenient
road of friendship ? She did not think about the road, but
she felt that it was very agreeable, and thought it was quite
safe, as she went on so smoothly and easily. She could not
consider Mr. Beauclerc as a new acquaintance, because she
had heard so much about him. He was completely one of the
family, so that she, as part of that family, could not treat him
as a stranger. Her happiness, she was sensible, had much
increased since his arrival; but so had everybody's. He gave
a new spring, a new interest, to everything; added so much
to the life of life ; his sense and his nonsense were each of
them good in their kind; and they were of various kinds,
from the high sublime of metaphysics to the droll realities
of life. But everybody blaming, praising, scolding, laughing
at, or with him, he was necessary to all, and with all, for
some reason or other, a favourite.

But the General was always as impatient as Lady Cecilia
herself both of his hypercriticism and of his never-ending
fancies, each of which Beauclerc pursued with an eagerness
and abandoned with a facility which sorely tried the General's
equanimity.

One day, after having ridden to Old Forest, General Cla-
rendon returned chafed. He entered the library, talking to
Cecilia, as Helen thought, about his horse.

6 No managing him ! Curb him ever so little, and he is on
his hind-legs directly. Give him his head, put the bridle on
his neck, and he stands still; does not know which way he
would go, or what he would do. The strangest fellow for a
rational creature.'

Now it was clear it was of Beauclerc that he spoke.    ' So
rash and yet so resolute,' continued the General.
c How is that ?J said Lady Davenant.

11 do not know how, but so it is,' said the General. 'As
you know,' appealing to Helen and to Lady Cecilia, c he was
ready to run me through till he had his own way about that
confounded old house; and now there are all the workmen at
a stand, because Mr. Beauclerc cannot decide what he will
have done or undone.'

<Oh, it is my fault!' cried Helen, with the guilty re-
collection of the last alteration not having been made yesterday
in drawing the working plan, and she hastened to look for it

123